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NA 


He sat in the corner of the deep chocolate brown leather sofa which faced the old stone and brick fireplace. 
Classic Nate, one leg crossed over his knee, glasses on the end of his nose, magazine in his lap. The fingers of 
his left hand absently turned the stem of a large crystal wine glass half full of Merlot which sat on a coaster 
on the end table. | quietly approached with a small tray of snacks and he looked up with a little smile. 

"How's that wine treating you, buddy?" 

"Great. Thank you." 

"Start drinking it and get your nose out of the magazine." 


Nate grinned and closed the magazine and set it aside. He took his glasses off and set them on top of it. "Fine." 


Sitting down beside him, | balanced the tray on my lap and held my glass out. Nate gently touched his glass to 


mine. 


"Merry Christmas, Chris." 
"Merry Christmas, Nate." 


His crystal blue eyes met mine as he took a sip. There was something swimming in them, something like the 
way I've seen Taylor look at Queen albums or Dave look at fried chicken. | don't know if it was the way he 
looked at me or the wine that made my face feel warm. | took a drink and lowered my gaze to the tray, 
sticking a meatball with a toothpick. When the fire crackled and sparked, | jumped slightly. Nate laughed softly, 


sending its own crackle right down my spine. 


“These Christmas parties get more and more tame as we get older." Nate commented as he glanced behind us 


at the others standing in my kitchen, eating and talking around the island. 
"What do you want, Mendel, strippers and coke?" 


He smiled as he brought the glass to his lips, his gorgeous, full lips that the wine was staining red. After he 
took another drink, he murmured, "A stripper might be fun" 


"Hang around after everybody leaves, you might get your wish," | replied before taking a big drink of my wine. 
| took great delight in watching him blush, just as he had taken great delight in watching me jump before. | 
stood and turned to face him, giving him a little swivel of my hips. "| got moves I've been saving just for you." 


| extended the hand that my glass was in and pointed my index finger at him. 


Nate lifted his leg from over his knee and used his calf to gently push against my hip. "Please. I've seen your 


moves. Unless you've been holding out on me, don't bother." 


With an exaggerated huff, | walked away from him, glancing over my shoulder and loving the fact that he was 
watching me. Holding out on him. Of course | was. And | was finding it increasingly difficult, too. 


As the night wore on and | drank more wine, | made sure Nate drank more wine, too. Every time | passed him, 
| filled his glass. When he moved from the couch to join Taylor on the piano bench, | filled his glass and let my 
empty hand slide across his shoulders. When | found him in the kitchen, snacking, | filled his glass and let my 
hand linger in the small of his back. He looked up at me and gave me a little grin | started to move away from 
him when | felt something on my head. Something like a headband squeezed behind my ears. The rest of the 


guys cracked up in silly, drunken laughter and Nate's eyes went wide. 


When | reached up, | realized what it was. Someone brought a silly headband with a jiggly piece of mistletoe 
attached to a spring. There was mistletoe dangling and bobbing over my head. Nate's eyes darted from it to 
mine. Immediately, | decided | needed to let him off the hook, to not let everybody around us know that, fuck, | 
wanted his kiss. Wanted it real fucking bad. But | just laughed it off and reached up to remove the headband. 


That's when | felt his gentle fingers touch my chin and, as if by magic, he drew me closer. Suddenly, there was 


a pair of warm, soft lips against mine. The laughter died down to a dull buzz in my ears as | floated away. His 
lips parted and a wet tongue touched my bottom lip, dragging across it. My own lips parted of their own 
volition. They wanted this as badly as | did. His tongue was soft and gentle as it slid against mine and all | could 


taste was wine and passion. 


A soft whine cracked in my throat when he pulled away. His grin was sheepish. Nate turned shy all of a sudden 
and it was the most adorable thing I've ever seen. The laughing and cheering of our friends broke the spell and 
| literally had to shake my head to snap out of it. | stood there, staring at him, waiting for our friends to turn 


away, to find something else more interesting. 

Finally, | leaned into Nate and whispered in his ear, "If you want more, come find me in fifteen minutes." 

The look on his face was priceless. He looked shocked but the corner of his mouth curled in a little smirk. 

| sat on the end of my bed, waiting, dying of humiliation with every second that ticked by and no Nate. | could 
chalk it up to being drunk, | guess. Sure, that would save me embarrassment, but, more than that, | think I'll 
be heartbroken if he doesn't show. Just when | had glanced at the clock and realized a full twenty-five minutes 
had passed, the door handle turned and the door slowly swung open. Nate stepped in wearing a sad-looking 
smile. 


"Hi," | croaked out. 


“Chris .."" He frowned and looked around the room as he took a step closer to me and closed the door behind 


him, turning the lock. 

| gave him a confused look as | noted him locking the door. 
‘I'm mad at you." 

My confused expression only deepened. "Mad at me? Why?" 


In a flash, he was across the room and on top of me, pinning me to the bed His face hovered centimeters 


over mine and he whispered, "Because you waited until now? And I'm still waiting on those moves." 


| searched his eyes, gazing at him in total surprise. And then my scowl slowly turned into a grin as | wound 
my arms around his neck, my legs around his waist and rocked us until | could roll him over. | attacked his 
mouth and gave him a long, deep kiss, lapping at the wine on his tongue. | was proud of myself when | slid off 
of him to the floor and moved to the little stereo that sat on top of my chest of drawers. The expression on 


his face was one of dazed happiness. 


"Asked for a stripper, right?" | asked him as | turned the stereo on and left it on whatever radio station it 


was tuned to last. 


Have you ever tried to strip to Christmas music? In particular, Frosty The Snowman? Its not easy and it's 
definitely not sexy. In fact, Nate ended up just laughing at me, which normally would have humiliated me but 
when he reached out and grabbed my wrist and pulled me into his lap, | got the sense that perhaps he liked 


what he saw, anyway. 


"How about a lap dance to Rudolph the Red-nosed Reindeer?" | moved slowly, rocking my naked body against his 
fully clothed body as | went in for another kiss. | felt his arms wrap around my back and pull me closer. 


"How about forget that music? Let's make some of our own" 


